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and the more famous Valediction: forbidding Mourning, with its
characteristic, fantastical yet felicitous, conceit of the compasses:
Such wilt thou be to me who must,
Like the other foot, obliquely run;
Thy finmiess makes my circle just,
And makes me end where I begun.
The seventeenth elegy, 'By our first strange and fatal inter-
view/ may belong to the same group, and so, one would con-
jecture, do The Canonization, 'For Godsake hold your tongue
and let me love' and The Anniversary. In these, at any rate,
Donne expresses a purer and more elevated strain of the same
feeling as animates The Dream, The Sun-Rising and The Break
of Day ; and one not a whit less remote from the tenor of
Petrarchian poetry. At first sight, there is not much in common
between the erudite, dialectical Donne and the peasant-poet
Burns, yet it is of Burns one is reminded rather than of the
average Elizabethan by the truth and intensity with which Donne
sings, in a more ingenious and closely woven strain than the
Scottish poet's, the joy of mutual and contented love ;
All other things to their destruction draw,
Only our love hath no decay;
This no to-morrow hath nor yesterday,
Banning1 it never runs from us away,
But truly keeps his first, last, everlasting1 day.
Of the shadow of this joy, the pain of parting, Donne writes
also with the intensity, if never with the simplicity, of Burns. The
piercing simplicity of
Had we never loved sae kindly
was impossible to Donne's temperament, in which feeling and
intellect were inextricably blended, but the passion of The Ex-
piration is the same in kind and in degree, however elaborately
and quaintly it may be phrased:
So, so, break of? this last lamenting* kiss,
Which sucks two souls, and vapours both away.
Turn thou ghost that way, and let me turn this,
And let ourselves benight our happiest day;
We askM none leave to love, nor will we owe
Any so cheap a death as Baying *Go.'
The Eestavy blends, and strives to reconcile, the material and the
spiritual elements of his realistic and his Platome strains, But,
subtly and highly wrought as that poem is, its reconciliation is
more metaphysical than satisiying. It is in the simpler poems